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(Vr whose, chelon, 
De feed l Was Yuleliite 


Give unto those 


who are — 


Scent of holly in the air. ... a gay tree brimming with 
holiday blessings . . . . perfume from the kitchen where 
a generous Christmas dinner is being readied by you and 
yours... . and a mother, her happy, healthy children in 
her arms, looking out upon the serene night, in which 
celestial candles gleam and glitter. Home... . sanctuary 


. gifts.... food... . protection. 


During good times or bad, the average American 
home manages to approach the Yuletide season with joy- 
ous anticipation. And the sympathetic urge to help 
those who are less fortunate, is, always, a national char- 
acteristic. 


But today... 
tragic, 


. the need for “having a heart” is more 
more urgent, more terrifyingly necessary, than 
ever in the world’s history. American children and chil- 
dren of many nations, are STARVING. As the facts 
accumulate, this situation might well cause us to shudder 
with horror .. . . “Starving Children” . not a pleas- 
ant thought! 


What a beautiful thing it will 
be for YOU, this Yuletide, to 
give, if but modestly, to these 
tiny sufferers to whom even a 
crust of dry bread will come as 
“GOLDEN RULE 
is a constructive op- 

in this direction. 
The long arm of its vast char- 
ity reaches out and finds these 
hungry youngsters ... . feeds 
them. You will do YOUR 


share, we know. 


a blessing. 
WEEK” 


portunity 


The donor may designate his gift for 
any philanthropy in which he is espe 
2) cially interested and one hundred 
cents of every dollar will go as desig- 
fore 
© Undesignated gifts will be allocated by 
the Survey Commitice after careful 
investigation to meet the most 
acute needs through the most efficient 
agencies. 











CWhatsoever 

Ye would that 
others should 
do unto You do 
Ye even so unto 
Them -«- - « ~ - 
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humanity. 
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ADDRESS 


Designated for .. 
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JUDGING THE NEWS 





HE only way to borrow a lot of M": Hoover has struck on the one Bom Jones says that now he can 
A 


money without having to pay it safe formula for a national take 11 shots to a hole if he wants 


back is to use the money to fight a war statesman. ‘To classify promptly all to. And if he doesn’t know how to 
with. insoluble problems as falling under do it we can show him. 


the jurisdiction of the States. 


Axp when a New York cop is at Ax» a man whose job we don’t envy 
44 home, we suppose there is never [s™" it just like our government to is the poor editor of the New 
iny argument at all, when his wife want us to pay more taxes right at York Times, who had to pick the 
tells him to shake-down the furnace. a time when nobody has any money? hundred neediest cases this year. 
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“Psst—you can’t say ‘Hell’ over the radio!” 
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Ring in the New! 


... And when you hear 


the musical gong, it will 
be ( xactly tw seconds 
ifter 1930! 


With ell of its evils, un 
employment has done some 
vood in bringing the Army 
ind Navy together again. 


Kither by accident or 
lesign, the football season 
closed just in time to r 
lease our line-plungers and 
trained interferers to help 
with the Christmas shop 


ping, 


All the triple-threat men 
iren’t football players. We 
know.a fellow who can’t 
ittend a party without 
wanting to recite poetry, 
play a saxophone or give 
imitations of Harry Lau 


cle r. 
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“Isn't this nice, John, the President and Mrs. Hoover wish us a prosperous New Year! 

















“Now 


mind you, no tricks now!” 





Gone Are the Days 


Hy my good man, is 


your coffee and. roll. 
You’re a’ newcomer on tle 
bread line, aren’t you?” 

“Yes, ma’am, I’ve’ never 
asked for a hand-out before. 
You wouldn't think it to look 
at me, but I used to be the 
head of a flourishing business. 
Now I’m reduced to this.” 

“Another stock market vi 
tim?” 

“Never bought a share ot 
stock in my life.” 

“Ah, the old, old story 
wine, woman and song?” 

“No, my habits are above 
reproach, I owe my down 
fall to this unconventional, 
jazz-mad younger generation. 
They put me out of business 

with their flouting of the 
good old customs. They 
they —’’ 

“Don’t excite yourself so, 
my friend. Remember, ws 
want to help you. What did 
you do? Maybe we can help 
you get back into your old 
business,” 

“Thanks, just the same, 
but there’s not a chance. The 
young folks don’t need me 
any more nowadays. You 
see, lady, I used to be a 
grower and shipper of mis- 
tletoe.”’ 
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Trees Again 


po not think I'll ever be 
Much help around a Christmas tree, 


A smiling tree that gayly gleams, 
Whose friendly rafters kiss the beams. 


When I festoon the tree with spangles 
I usher in domestic wrangles. 


I yearn to show where things should 
go, 


But I’m, alas, malapropos. 


I’m like the Ringling Brothers’ clown: 
What others hang up, I knock down! 


Poems are made by fools like me 
But only wives can trim a tree! 
—Artuvur L. Lippmann 


Say It With Cards 


Sending more Christmas cards is a 
splendid way to provide more jobs 
for post-office clerks. It will also 
make lots more work for the men who 
clean out waste-baskets 


and trash 


barrels. 








“Henry! 
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{dagio dancer?” 


“No, sir—hot soup.” 


Don’t be ridiculous! 
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The children have all gone to Tony’s! 
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The King And The Old Man 


‘Being a whimsical legend, written without apologies to the London Christmas Weekiies and the 


one that Heywood Broun runs every Christmas Week 


By Robert Benchley 


fe" you must know that in those days there was a King twice, as you will find out by reading further in this tale, 

ruling in the land who was very great, so great even you sucker.) And when he had reached the King’s 
that he was called “Pepin Glabamus,” or “Pepin Flat chamber, he encountered the Chamberlain who, lest the 
foot,” and there were in his kingdom anywhere from Queen should take to prowling of a night, was always 
twenty-and-four to twenty-and-eight maidens who were stationed by the door in possession of a loud gong and a 
in sore distress and concerning whom no one, not even the basket of red fire. And, at the sound of the gong and the 


youth of the university, had any interest whatsoever. sight of the red fire over the transom, the King was accus 
Now the King grieved greatly at this, and so great was tomed to open a secret passageway like a flash, and into 
his grief that he became known far and wide as ‘Pepin this secret passageway could dart any business friends 
Glubabo” or “Pepin Red-Eye.” He was also known as who might be sharing a friendly night-cap with His Maj 
“That Old Buzzard.” esty. Only one night, being sore confused and in some 

Now it came about that, on the day before Christmas thing of a daze, the King himself had darted into the 
or “Guy Fawkes Day” as it was known in those times), secret passageway, leaving the business frie nd behind on 
the King sat high on his ivory throne and mourned the 
loss of his son, for you must know that his son had. on 
that evening, lost three thousand silver pieces and his 


top of the silken canopy, very (Continued on page 29) 


shirt of mail at a game of “falcon-fudginge’”’ or “pic k-the 
winner,” and in all the kingdom ‘round there was nom 
so sore as the King, unless perchance it was the Prince 
himself at one particular blue spot high on his right 
cheek, which spot, said he, had come from bumping into 
an open drawbridge as he got up in the night for a drink 
of water from the moat. And when he had told this tale 
to his father, the King, the King had 
replied, being wroth anyway, “My 





eve!” thereby giving the Prince an 
opening for the pretty lousy come 
back, ““No, sire, mine!” For thus 
went the rapier thrusts of the Prince’s 
wit back and forth for days at a time 
and the King was well nigh fed up 
and, what was more, was beginning 
to show it. 

Now there came to the castle this 
night an Old Man, who begged ad- 
mittance on the grounds that he repre- 
sented the Fuller Brush Company 
and would like to show the King a 
thing or two about brushing. But the 
King, who was still in high dudgeon 
the low dudgeons being full of pay- 
nims and poor white trash left over 
from the Fifth, or Crucial, Crusade), 
sent out word that he had already 
been brushed and to get the hell out 
from under that portcullis. But the 
Old Man paid no heed to the King’s 4 a ' ‘.. ——w 
command, but instead sent back word 
that he had some very nice mead 


yy ES. 
which was guaranteed to make the , . 
I 


drinker’s ears fly out and snap back, ' ee ae a 
all to the count of “‘one-two-one-two.” m ; he eS a Su 
So the King, it being Christmas Eve ; - en lean 
and being sorely troubled in spirit, $ 
sent down word, “‘Oh, well.” And so 
the Old Man came up. 

And so the Old Man came up. (A 
very medieval and mystic effect is 
gained by repeating the same sentence “Doggone! How'd they have time t’ try ’n’ cash that check!” 
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With Best Wishes We Present to: 


Calvin Coolidge: An American flag, 
slightly used. 

Bishop Cannon: A short history of 
the New York Stock Exchange. 

Amos ’n’ Andy: A tube of Squibb’s 
toothpaste. 

Graham McNamee: Collection of 
jokes, songs, and funny stories (pub 
lished 1910). 

Ruth Hanna McCormick: A corre- 
spondence school course in, How to 
Be a Detective. 

Herbert Hoover: A copy of “Pros 
perity, Fact or Myth,’ by Stuart 
Chase. 

The New York /Vor!d: An editorial 


policy, liberal; and 1 reporter. 


—P. L. “4 Christmas 





“Don’t forget—I'll be needing that pot 


for the soup tonight!” 


= 











ar | 
», Wy 4 






7 > yea 


. -., P ‘ 
oe fon ve hes 


“Oh I say—spats! Well, Santa Claus was certainly good to you.” 
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present for Bobby—this poodie—he’s a bit spirited.” 


Success 
] {°" ice Haverpoor’s ambition was to have his name on 
page one of the Metropolitan dailies. 

It was his one ambition and he worked hard for success. 
When only 23 he hung by his toes from the straps in a 
subway car. After he had been hanging for 15 minutes, 
a passenger noticed him. Horace won a three-inch box 
on page nine of the Daily News and a three-day stay at the 
Psychopathic Hospital. 

His technique improved. He stripped and painted him- 
self green. In this condition he sat in a wash tub on the 
steps of the public library and played a flute. 

As a crowd began to gather, a workman on top of a 
neighboring building dropped a red-hot rivet upon a police- 
man’s head. The workman got two columns on page one. 
Horace got a cold. 


Another time Horace climbed into a moon rocket. Just 


as they were going to shoot him off, the moon went into 


in eclipse and there was nothing to aim at. Even then hi 
might have made page one except for the fact that the same 
night Knute Rockne appeared at a costume ball 
as Little Lord Fauntleroy. 
One night during the rush hour, 
Horace drove a truck loaded with 
spinach and Currier and Ives prints 
60 miles an hour up the left hand 
side of Fifth Avenue with a motor- 
cycle policeman in pursuit. Just as 
the cop caught him, two girls climbed 
out of a manhole and announced that 
they had been bicycling through the 
subways of New York for 45 days. 
“Beat it,” said the cop to our hero. 
“Can't ya see I gotta have my pitcher 
took with these subw: ay sirens?” 
This was a dark moment for Horace. 
Finally, however, he had the most 
brilliant idea of his life. He began a 
search and at last found what he w 
looking for: a contract bridge expert 
who didn’t have a system of his own. 
Horace raised a whoop of joy and 
rushed for the telephone. Two hours 
later every paper in the town had a 
special edition with a picture of 
Horace and the expert on the front 
page. And the headlines were five 
columns wide. —EtLior Spacpina. 
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Gangster Activities 


(Tiear Face’ Cornreone and fam 


ily, of Chicago, plan to spend 
the remainder of the winter in the 
South. Servants have been sent 
head to fortiiy their Palm Beach 


home, 


Prohibition agents have padloe ked 
the spt ake asy operate d by Ginn” 
Ricei’s widow on Seventeenth Street. 
Non-payme nt of rent was assigned as 


the cause. 


The Tony N. (TNT Tirrillio mob 


ire anticipating a blasting event. 


Chink” Swizzler, who was given 
the works by the Hell’s Pent House 
gang, 1S re ported to have left his en- 
tire estate to his first wife and four 
teen plain-clothes men. 


Bugs” Moron has recently idded 
another back room and six Browning 


machine guns to his new night club. 


A tip was received by the Mug 
giani mob that “Snitch” Begono had 
irrived at the Hotel Luxuria for an 
indefinite stay. The mob plan a sur 
prise party for “Snitch” for next 


Sunday evening. 


Baboon” Musselletti, boss of the 
Side-Street Cigar Stores racket, is at 
tending sessions of the District At 
torney’s investigation committee, 
where he is intimidating the State’s 
witnesses. 


Dana L. Corie. 
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Nigutr WatcuMan 


Tt must be me nerves, id 
jor the last two nights! 


Snowshoes for getting around in the Xmas crowds. 


= 
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T hai 


en’t sle pl 


a wink 
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When Christmas Comes 


| LIKE a child who doesn’t bawl, 
Who doesn’t mouth effusions, 
\ simple child, posse ssed of all 


Illusions. 


A child who tunes in Uncle Don, 
A bairn who’s not bombastic, 

\ fauntleroy no bit icon- 
Oclastic. 


I do not care where he may be, 
In Greenland or Atlanta, 

As long as he gives fealty 
To Santa. 


Ah, bring me back this laddie shy, 


This reverent and kind one! 
Now all you've got to do is try 
To find one! 
—Artuvur L. LippMaANN. 
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“Im, that reminds me, I’ve got to order another case for New Year 














“Say, Dad, what’s all this ticker tape you stuffed in our stockings?” 
“That’s what happened to my Christmas fund.” 


Things I Never Knew and 
Still Don’t 


I bern Floyd Gibbons really doesn’t 
talk fast at all, but that the effect 
over the radio is produced by a trick 
device invented by Wilbur Huston, 
the Edison protégé. 

That three of the waiters in the 
Central Park Casino were formerly 
professors in a Western university 
and were released to make room. for 
some good football players. 

That Justice Crater is still in a 
Fifth Avenue bus, trying to get from 
Thirty-second to Fifty-fourth Street. 

That Senator Brookhart was for 
merly a bartender and is known 
throughout the Southwest for his abil- 
ity to take rye straight. 

That the book, “All Quiet On the 
Western Front,” was stolen from a 
talking picture of the same name. 

That the name Notre Dame comes 
from an Italian word, “‘notria damia,” 
meaning halfback. 

That Leopold and Loeb are not in 
prison, as most people believe, but are 
successful radio entertainers known 
to the world as Amos ’n’ Andy. 

That O. O. MeIntyre has never set 
foot in New York City, but has just 
read about it in books. 

That Edgar Wallace wrote the com 
plete new edition of the British Ency 
clopedia in his spare time. 

That the game of hop-scotch is now 
the rage among society people. 

That Calvin Coolidge is to write 
the book for Ziegfeld’s next musical 
comedy, and that the lead will be 
played by Ruth Hanna McCormick. 

—A, S. 
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Speaking of Operations of 
Par was a wonderful case you 


handled over in Elm Street last 
weet k, George.” 

“'Tut-tut, Edwin, that was nothing. 
One of the simplest operations I’ve 
ever had. Merely a slight gaseous 
condition. We made one incision, tied 
up the traffic for a few hours, and 
that was all.” 

“T handled a similar case not long 
ago in Filbert Avenue, George. But 
it was more stubborn. Compound ad 
hesions of the water main. And we 
nearly lost that case, too. A few 


minutes more and it would’ have 


burst.” 

“Did I ever tell you, Edwin, of my 
last operation in Buena Vista Boule- 
vard? Apparently there was nothing 
wrong. But after a diagnosis we de- 
cided to take a look at the main tele- 
phone artery. We probed without 
success. Then we made a _ ten-foot 
incision, and, will you believe it, the 
artery was not where it should have 
he en r 

“Not on the left side, George?” 

“And not on the right side, either! 
We operated both places! I tell you, 
we were pretty puzzled. Then one of 
iy assistants recalled that we'd taken 
it out three months ago!” 





ye 


“All that bother and suspense for 


nothing, eh?” “I don’t believe John will ever grow up—he enjoys playing with the 
“That wasn’t all, Edwin. <A few children so!’ 


days later I looked for my cable snip- 





pers and a small concrete-mixer and 
couldn't find them. It was a danger 
ous thing to do, of course the inci 
sion was not completely healed yet 
but we were compelled to re-operate.” 
“And were the implements there?” 
“They were, Edwin. And we also 
found two shovels, several novels and 
a pinochle deck that the last crew had 
left behind!” Curt JoHNson 








People We Want to Meet 


Te woman who receives a “Do Not 
Open Until Christmas” package 
and doesn’t shake it. 
The father who gives his son an 
electric engine and doesn’t have to 
spend the whole afternoon showing 





the youngster how it is operated. 
The woman who doesn’t send a 
card to her husband’s boss. 
Old people who remark that Christ- 
mas is better than it was in the old 
days. 





The ten-year-old who got every- 
thing he wanted. 





The college boy who spends any 
night of his vacation at home. 
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Make Christmas More Meaningful 


And Save 35,000,000 Hours Yearly !! = 
by Dr. Seuss 
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a on Tue Grounp-HoG Day Mercer 
d rORB ' 4 Ss t 
“TS iin aie ul cleans.” cand the Bacleta ter the Mevaine Asotuer holiday that we might as well incorpo 
¢ te ea _ at , ‘ -j » Yule seas s ( l oO, ); 
of Ho idays and Traditions, much time is wast d on indi rate into the Y ' I _ ~— ¥ = ind iH * AY 
. : oye Once every spring all America loiters before th 
vidual holidays that ought to be consolidated. ‘Take. for in A 5 
han Christ: wd Beater \ am ground-hog’s hole, awaiting his emergence. If the 
Stanee, iris nas Anne Taste ° AS soo .— 
ntist . D te Quelintinn ground-hog were installed in the Christmas mistle 
is our scientists succeet é La ; . 
reindeer to master th peculiar hiolo . toe, we'd not only save a whole dav. but we'd get a 
emdec ‘ 1aste e : t gi : . 
: ° = bett ie ot 
cal function of the Easter Rabbit, th ; hi ahd ee bs ’ 
° iT » ‘ 
two days may be joined, with nothing — ween ; 
- t - eme reed. 
OSL. 
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Rotuine Five Into On: 
[: is estimated that the average 

mother spends half her time 
telling her kiddies about our five 
complicated traditional charac 
ters—Santa, his Reindeer, the 
Sand-Man, the Boogey-Man and 
the Stork. If ever a merger was 
needed, here it is! By merging 
Santa with the Sand- and Boogey 
Man and amalgamating the Rein 
deer with the Stork, we'd have 
something twice as poetical and 
something their little minds could 

grasp in a jiffy. 
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“Not a Creature 


Was Stirring.” 


Einstein In America 


Or Why Even a Great Scientist’s Secre tary Doesn’t Work 
For Nothing 


ID an Proressor: 

If while on your visit to America you will make a 
six-week tour on the A.B.C. vaudeville circuit. I will guar 
antee you $15,000 a week. You will have to make but 


four short appearances a day explaining your theory. 
If you will let me have your consent within a few days, 
I will book of the of the 


country, and vou thus can combine business with pleasure, 


vou up in six largest cities 


Sincerely vours, 
B. Cow AN. 


Vaude \ ille 


ABRAM 


Pres. A.B.C. Circuit. 


EAR PROFESSOR: 


D 


you 


Few men have won the immortal place in history that 
When all of dead 


Since re be lic t th it your name Mw ill be reine mbe re d. 


have. us are and gone, it is my 

But in the meantime I suppose you are interested in pro 
viding for the present. I wish to offer you the 
of 10,000 if statement 
that you thought up your great theory while smoking on 


of our pipes. 


Therefore 


sum vou will send us a 


saying 
Hoping to hear from you, 
Tuappeus C. Morgan, 
Coolo Pipe ( ompany. 
I) an Proressor: 

The Standard Automobile Company would like to 
offer you a new Standard Automobile for your use whil 
in America. We are sure that you will find traveling much 
more comfortable and enjoyable in a Standard. 

We would appreciate it if you will allow us to use your 
signature for this to the American people— 
“Since riding in a Standard I have evolved a new theory. 
It is briefly that Standard is the best!” A check for $1,000 
is also included in this offer. 


message 


Timotuy CornsweEert, 
Standard Automobile Co. 
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EAR PROFESSOR: 


D 


Have just learned that you are in the United States. 
Would like to purchase all rights to your hook, “The 
Theory of Relativity.” to be made into a motion picture 
for $50,000. Wire ves or no. 


Would be able to offer more 
cle ar to make 
picture. 


vou could 
it 


See 


your way 

a ype rsonal appearance i premiere ot the 
ARTHUR SILVERBLATT, 

World Wide Film Company, 





“T suppose we ought to go in and see 
how bad it is!” 





—————— 
Se 


— 


liary for a term of 


ARCHEOLOGICAL NOTE 
“Tt is an inalienable right of 
the citizen to get drunk.’—St. 
Joseph wv. Harris (1894), 59 
Vo. { pp. 122. 





Ano His Wire Remains His 
1 husband who sf 


’ 
ays in the pe 


his wife is not quilty of ‘wilful, con 
tinued and obstinate 
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years for shooting 


. , 9° 
desertion. 


Wolf v. Wolf (1884). 38 N../. hq. 128. 








Tue Resvurt’s THE 






SAME 
“In taking a wife 
man does not put him 
self under an overseer. 
—Braswell v. Sube 
(1878), 61 Ga, 398. 


JupictaLLy DererMiInepD 
ee is a small sausage of unknown content and is commonly 
called a ‘hot dog.’ To a great many people it is a palatable and ap 


ithstanding the implication attached to one of its 
naire s,”” State 


peti ing tood, not 


v. Shoaf (N. C. 1920), 102 S. EF. 705. 


a FisuerMen Must Hane ToGetuer 
a “The individual members of this court know 
ve 


that fishing is far from idleness, and the 


court is unwilling to qive its approval to @ 
TE... sage ° . : ; . . ” 
verdict which even remotely so indicates.’”— 
Lewis v. State (Ga. 1907), 59 S. E. 933. 


NOBLE DECISIONS 
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A Bit of Star Gone Wrong 
| the hurly-burly of the holidays, 


does invbody ever pause to think 


about anything? Is any commod 


itv less in demand at this season than 
the maunderings of an editor? Does 
inything matter much right now ex 
cept the touch of hands, the laughter 
of children, the shining eyes of 
Mebbe not 

Yet when the candles have guttered 
ind the mistletoe has served its bio 


friends >? 


logical purpose and the glasses have 
ill been drained, some few among us 
may Wish to draw aside for a_ littl 
from the surfeit of human contacts 
nd ponder briefly on topics large and 
Inn pe rsonal, For example, the good 
old teaser, “What is man? 

Sir Arthur Eddington tossed off r 
cently some remarks that make good 
pabulum for a holiday reverie, no 


itter what your degree of sobriety. 


M inkind, h said Hea bye i bit ot 
star gone wrong That is. we might 
hazard a guess that our bodies are 
pieces of stellar matter which by a 


sufficiently vuarded 
ivainst have taken advantage of the 


contingency not 


low temperature to assume an unusual 
complication and to perform a series 
of strange antics which we call life 
What is the truth about us> We 
ire, he said. “‘a compli ated physical 
puppets that strut and 
talk and laugh and die as the hand 
ot time handle beneath.” 
But ind here is the inescapable an 
swer—‘TVe are that which asked the 


qt sfion, 


Il ichine ry 


turns the 


I would sity that when from the 
human heart the cry goes up, ‘What is 
it all about?, it is no true answer to 
look only at that part of experience 
which comes to us through certain 
sensory organs and reply: ‘It is about 
atoms and chaos, it is about a uni 
verse of fiery globes moving on to im 
pending doom; it is about non-com 
puted algebra’; but rather is it about 
a spirit in which truth has its shrine, 
with potentialities of self-fulfillment 
in its response to beauty and right.” 


So, after all, it doesn’t seem very 


important, does it, that 1930 is about 


-vone, that the merriment is silenced. 


that we are plunging into a drab 
round of inventories and audits and 
sales quotas, and that a blizzard may 


be just iround the corner. 


The Big Show 


(Contrasts between Soviet Russia 

ind America are being drawn 
more sharply every day. No longer 
is it a mere matter of the inpres 


sions of travelers, with their r 


ports of contusion ind squalor in 
Russia, beside which our own country 


seems a paragon of order and con 


tentment We are beginning to be 
iware of the boldness of the Solshe 
vik slogan, “To overtake and surpass 
Ame rica, 

CJuite hy coincidence there ip 
peared the other day, in the same 


issue of the New York Times, these 
two separate comments 

s Kdwin I Jame 
cow: “The workers. who for the first 
time have 


not buy anvthinge with it because the 


\ 

s. Writing in Mos 
| 

money in their pod kets. can 


industrial Revolution has not reached 
the position where it can supply thi 
trade demand. There are 4.000, 
000.000 rubles in circulation in Rus 
i today, which would be spent 
there were anything to buy 

2. Will Rogers. writing in Califor 
nia: “Too much wheat. too much corn, 
too much cotton, too much beef. too 
much production of everything So 
we are going through a unique experi 
ence. We are the first nation to starv 
to death in a storehouse that’s over 
filled with everything we want.” 

There’s a contrast to make laughter 
Machine 
Age! Communism, which forbids the 
hoarding of money, offering its peop 
plenty of cash but not enough goods 
to spend it on. 


for the shining gods of the 


Capitalism, which 
boasts of abolishing poverty, offering 
its people plenty of goods but not 
enough cash to pay for them. 


Our generation is occupying front 


seats at the biggest spectacl ol oj 
posing forces that the world has ever 
staged. And the curtain is just rising. 


What the College Offers 
| | AvING spoken harshly at 


about certain features of Ameri 


times 


can colleges, this page may be sus 
pected of bias, of being a rooter for 
that over-rated old institution, the 
University of Hard Knocks. Such is 
not the case. There are many things 
wrong with colleges, such as the rigid 
requirements, ste reotyped instruction, 
over-emphasis on commercialized ath 
leties, foolish social distinctions and 
subservience to the economic doctrines 
of those who supply endowments. But 
much is being done, here and there, 
to root out these evils and revitalize 
highe r education. 

The best lines we have seen for a 
long time about the function of col 
“Freshman Bible 
which is given to each man entering 
Harvard College. They are by Wil 
liam A. De Witt Hyde: 

“To be at home in all lands and 


lege are in the 


iges: to count Nature a familiar ac 

quaintance, and Art an_ intimate 
friend; to gain a standard for the ap 
preciation of other men’s work and 
the criticism of your own; to carry 
the keys of the world’s library in your 
pocket, and to feel its resources be 
hind you in whatever task you under 
tuke: to make hosts of friends among 
the men of your own age who are to 
be leaders in all walks of life 


vourself in generous enthusiasm and 


: to lose 


to cooperate with others for common 
ends; to learn manners from students 
who are gentlemen and to form char 
acter under professors who are Chris 
tians—this is the offer of the college 
for the best four years of your life.” 
After all. a good deal of what is 
wrong with the college is the fault of 
the students themselves, and that 
means, of course, of the homes from 
which they come and the social strue 
ture which forms their background. 
Bs. 











Johnny and the boy neat door get together the day after 
to exchange their Xmas gifts: 


X marks the here 


spot rt 


) Going Down 


Prohibition was going to 
bring prosperity. Well, to- 
day there isn’t a saloon on 
but there are 
a couple of apple-sellers. 


every corner 


And Dora thinks that 
Xmas is just another one of 
these racy intimate confes- 
sion books. 


the shortest 
distance between two points 
is a straight eight. 


Nowadays 


And it might not be such 
a bad idea for Chicago and 
New York to put all their 
yeggs in one basket. 
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IDA 
By Jack Cluett 


We the opera season got off to a 


New York’s social season is well under way. 
opener this year was “Ida” (just as sweet as apple cider), 
and I share stall C on even Thursdays with a horse named 
Mrs. Feelinghansom. I thought I had odd Mondays until, 
much to my undoing, I discovered my error. 

Here’s how it all happened: I went on my odd Monday 
and sat, as is my custom at the opera, in stall C, which 
still had last year’s straw in it. I could see just where 
I had slept during last year’s opera season. 
was sort of musty and matted down. 

Nothing happened. That is, it didn’t look as if there 
was going to be any opera. I began to have a sneaking 
suspicion that Gaga-Gazazza had taken his troupe down 
to Barney's to play miniature golf with Walter O’ Keefe. 
when suddenly a debutante whinnied in stall D—next to 
mine. Now, frankly, I’m a chap with a reputation for 
being kind to dumb animals, so I said: “Whoa, Bess!” : 
couple of times. Pretty soon I was rewarded for my kind 
ness in the form of a diamond-studded horseshoe, which 
dropped neatly into my manger from seemingly nowhere. 
It looked very much like the one I had given Mrs. E. 

Livingstone 
for a 


Burroughs in exchange 
box of saddle soap, but, on 
closer inspection, I found this one had 
a couple of horseshoe nails in it. 

Remembering the story of Cinder- 
ella and the silver slipper (long since 
padlocked, I fear), I got some oats 
and a pail of water from an obliging 
usher and started going from stall to 


ont 

_ it 
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; Wey 1 —_ 
. ( UYU=re A 


“T’ve just the brush for you to aet in back of those pipes!” 
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good start and 


The 


The straw 
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stall looking for the nag who had 
thrown the shoe. 

In Grand Tier Box 36, I found a 
debutante. named Spot. champing on 
her bit, and swishing the flies off her 
neck witha Japanese fan. I examined 
her shoes, found them O. K. and left. 

All this time, mind vou, there was 
no opera; or, if there was one, it was 


sc subtle I couldn't hear it. 


Te continue I slipped quietly 

through the curtains of InN stall 
ind popped into Parterre Box No. 2. 
which is right along side of the har 
ness root, and the re sat Mrs. William 
Lawrence Schumacker, Miss Cadence 
Crrier Goodbody. Dr. Nelson Hewitt 
M irkowsky ind Cecelia Welchbach. I 
vave them each a lump of sugar and 
isked. modestly, if anyone in- the 
party had thrown a diamond-studded 
horseshoe over into Th stall by mis 
take For my kindness, Mrs. Sehu 
macker suddenly struck out with her 
hind hoof and knocked me the hell 





nd gone down the aisle The fireman puts out his cigarette butt! 
I lay stunned for a moment The 
horseshoe token of good luck was vot the horseshoe. and if the dowager 
still clenched around my neck. Inci that threw it will cali around at my 
dentally, [ bear the scar of Mrs. Selhn place on anv even Friday Ill be glad 
icker’s hoof to this vers day to have her shoed at Clum’s slack 
Well, anyway, all I can say is. smith Shop But. whoever she is, I 
that’s a slick way for Gaga-Gazazza warn her if that thing doesn’t fit her 
to open the opera season. I suppose foot Til have the clock strike twelve 
that’s what a fellow eets for being o'clock and have her turned right 
nd tod mb inimals However. l ve mack back nto a pt mpkin. / 








\ 
“And now, boys and girls of the radio 
audience Santa Claus is about to 
speal to you.’ 
Same to You 
Ww N Christmas bells their carols 
ring 
I shudder at the thoughts they bring 
Of ties. cigars. bad booze and bills, 
And countless other Christmas ills. 
And while I view with vain regret, 
Bromidic greeting cards, I get 
A satisfaction, rather tame, 
4 In wishing other mugs the same. 
“Now stop and think, Herbert—is there anyone we've forgotten?” Grorce Prec. 














s “A Kiss of Importance” centers 
upon a smack that glues the 
hero to the heroine for at least 

ten minutes, it will surely not only 
find its way into the movies but will 
in addition doubtless fetch a fancy 
price. If thing that 
the movie impresarios cherish above 
everything else—more even than aero- 
plane collisions, comedians whose 
pants fall down or colored servants 
who pull the hair of their wigs up- 
right with a string when a closet door 
is opened and a skeleton tumbles out 

it is the spectacle of a woman lean- 
ing backward at an angle of forty- 
five degrees, making bedroom eyes 
and being passionately gummed by an 
actor leaning forward at an angle of 
forty-four-and-three-quarters. Aside 
from the Chaplin, Buster Keaton and 
Laurel and Hardy comedies and ex- 
cepting the films of Marie Dressler, 
who is somewhat too fat to achieve 
the necessary angle without falling 
over, there probably hasn’t been a 
movie in the last five years in which, 
at one point or another, the handsome 
leading man hasn’t grabbed the hero- 
ine, bent her back like a cervelat 
wurst and imprinted upon her fair 
lips such a buss as hasn’t been known 
on land or sea since Olga Nethersole 
was collared by the police. “A Kiss 
of Importance” not only has its movie 
title hot and bottled and ready for im- 
mediate use, but offers an osculation 
of such intensity and duration that 
Louis B. Mayer, Jesse Lasky, Adolph 
Zukor and Irving Thalberg are doubt- 
less making the welkin around the 
Brown Derby ring with 


there is one 


their ho- 
sannas. 

The play referred to is an adapta- 
tion of André Picard’s ‘‘Monsieur de 
St. Obin,” which, in one form or an- 
other, has been playing around Paris 
for the last twenty-five years. In 
fact, it or something exactly like it is 
put on so regularly over there that 
they have to stick up placards each 
time outside the theatres emphasizing 
the fact that the plays aren’t revivals. 
Placards or no placards, however, 





Mobis ae 


oe eRe 
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what goes on inside is always the an- 
cient and bewhiskered whangdoodle. 
Germaine de Coucou is married to the 
Count Henri de Coucou, who is old 
enough to be her father and who 
hence is biologically bankrupt so far 
as the holy principles of matrimony 
are concerned. Germaine, a_ loyal 
wife but a human being withal, one 
day claps eyes on the young and deb- 
onair Louis de le Coq d'Or and suc- 
ceeds in having her elderly spouse 
invite him to the chateau as a guest. 
The rest of the play is sat out in the 
theatre by provincials up from Lyons, 
who insist upon getting their money's 
worth at the expense of boredom and 
by American visitors who, not under- 
standing the language, delude them- 
selves into imagining the old stuff to 
be very new and very sassy—as it is 
sat out in a neighboring café by dis- 
gruntled and muttering Parisians. 

The present version of the vener- 
able plot adheres fairly close to for- 
mula, save that old Henri on this oc- 
casion is privy to his wife’s chiseling 
and puts a philosophical face on the 
situation. For the rest, the evening is 
occupied with the same old chaise- 
longue monkeyshines, the same old 
unwelcome intrusions of Albertine, the 
maid, the same old husband more in- 
terested in politics and his garden 
than in his mate, and the same old 
Germaine who elaborately changes 
into a clinging and revelatory three- 
hundred-dollar negligée a couple of 
minutes before the big seduction scene 
is to take place. 

As if to get ready for the film ver- 
sion ahead of time, the play has been 
cast with two actors with Hollywood 
experience, the MM. Basil Rathbone 
and Montague Love. The M. Rath- 
bone, though he plays certain of his 
scenes with some humor, runs around 
the stage for the greater portion of 
the evening as if he were chasing the 
Astaires, doubtless under the impres- 
sion that the way to give a farce pace 
and speed is to enter into a foot-race 
with the author. The M. Love, as a 
choleric Senator, contents himself in 
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GEORGE Jd 


NATHAN 


alternately puffing out his chest and 
his cheeks. Frederick Kerr is excel 
lent, as always, in the role of the an 
tiquated husband. Miss Ann Andrews 
plays the wife as if the character were 
a show-girl in “Fifty Million French- 
men.” 
* * * 

Vyscnce Moscovircu is still play- 
7 ing Jew Suss, but is now billing 
the impersonation of Shylock. Hav- 
ing run for ten months in London and 
thus constituting himself Edgar Wal- 
lace’s only art contender, he lately 
took ship with some of Charlie Dill- 
ingham’s mazuma and uncovered his 
“Merchant of Venice” in the’ Times 
Square Theatre. Although his idea 
of Shylock leaves much to be desired 
on the part of the Shakespearean 
critic, it will doubtless be viewed as a 
grand performance by the kind of 
persons who admire type casting 
above acting and who go into eestasies 
when Jack Dempsey is cast for a pug 
in a_ prize-ring when 
Peggy Joyce is seen in the role of a 
lady given to a veneration of dia- 
monds and orchids, and when Miss 
Julia Hoyt appears as a very swell 
society leader. To the role, Mr. Mos- 
covitch brings less any analytical his- 
trionic gift than he brings simply him 
self and his personal and racial idio- 
syncrasies. 


melodrama, 


There are moments when 
he acts Shylock, but there are many 
more when he is just old Maurice 
himself going through the Moscovitch 
motions. 

The production is a cheap one, the 
scenery for the exhibit having been 
borrowed from the Winthrop Ames 
presentation of several years ago. 
And the company is, with the excep- 
tion of a Mr. Pouis Polan as the 
Prince of Monaco, very much on the 
fritzleiber. Miss Selena Royle plays 
around the edges of Portia with a co- 
quettishness that might have gone big 
in “Schoolgirl.” Her speaking voice 
is cool, clear and pleasant, but her 
coltish manner would seem to be some- 
what more aptly suited to Belmont 

(Continued on page 31) 
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Plea 


I DON’T Set why there shou!dn’t be a 
high-hat breadline as well as on 
for the middle class and the poor. 
After all, it is just as hard for the 
rich man (who fell with General 
Motors) to live on the fare of the 
poor as vice versa, not to mention 
submitting himself to other hardships 
such as exposure, sad rags and night- 
Hops. Think of the pity of it. Sup 
pose you had been used to silk sheets, 
a home of seventy-odd acres and a 
diet of brochetted dishes. sple ndid 
wines and truffles, and sud 
denly this was snatched 
away. Naturally it would 
go hard on the sensitive 
svstem. Therefore I’m all 
for suggesting the aforesaid 
cake-line, providing the lux 
uries to which the poor rich 
have been accustomed. 
. — * 
Yomenow or other I can 
s not grow sorry tor the 
young unattached man on 
the breadline. For the mar 
ried man with family, of 
course, things as they are 
now must be just deadly, 
and everything should be 
done for him. But the 
young fellow with no ties 
and his vouth has every 
thing before him. What if 
he is out of work? A strony 


settle 


evervone 


a millionaire 


\ Tiurcu re 


about 


do 


JU 


wn as 


DGE 


millionaires, And 


ought to have a chance to be 
before he dies. 


minds me of the story 
Don ild Ovd n Ste wart 


and the millionaire. Stewart had had 
dinner with the 


ner 


the 


million 


mogul, and after din 
aire was explaining 


that money to a modern Morgan was 


mnere ly a commodity like YToce rics to 


the grocer. 


Just then the phone rang 


and the millionaire answered sotneone 


to the effect 


three 


hundred 


pair ot shoes. some leg SYN OR, \NHY DOT 
power ind a happy heart SANTA AAD Ltel H 
and he can go the road of ‘eo - FIElS Y 
Tully spreading himself 

ll over the country and 

taking in life. After all, 1 think peo hung up, the 


ple are becoming too much the slaves 
of their jobs. Suppose a lad of 20 or 
so is out of work and his task was to 
file ipplications for loans in a great 
office building. He got ¥30 per week, 
led an airless, S\ nthetic life and was 
probably troubled by vag 
to wander. He lost his job. What of 
it? It seems to me to be a godsend. In 
sum, I think young blokes should 
Spe nd their vouth adventuring by 
land, by sea and by air. Then, when 
they’ve gotten their craw full o7 it, 


ue desires 


“All right. let them have 
millions.” After he'd 





/A\ A AIT VP Re 


WA SoLNE “THE Poem 
Tm b 


” i 


WN NANT 4 Myc “ 


*1,.000.000-aire told 


Stewart that he'd just okaved a loan 
of *300,000.000 to Austria. Stewart 


left and an hour later his host re 
ceived the following telegram: 

Dear Mr. —— | CANNOT TELL 
YOU HOW HAPPY YOU HAVE MADE ME 


TONIGUT, 


(Signed) Avsrria 


A Little Change for the Holidays 


® times are hard and people cannot 
work up the 


duce 


the 





prope r 


proper spirit or pro 
amount of cush for 
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an old-fashioned expensive Christmas 
why not postpone the holiday till the 
wicked wind of adversity blows over? 
Who knows, maybe Easter will see the 
stock market back to where it nose 
dove from and jobs as thick as 
daisies? Santa Claus in a new spring 
hat, trimmed whiskers and a snappy 
new Fashion Park ought to do very 
nicely, no? 
; * 

[* IDENTALLY, did vou hear about the 

chap who attended so Inany un- 
employment football games that he 
vot fired ? 


Typical Christmas 
Game 


T us comes in a letter 
from Rex Deane in Cal.: 
“Have you plaved ‘Mur 
der’? It is all the rage at 
the house parties at Palo 
Alto. A number of paper 
slips are dropped in a hat. 
They are all blank except 
two. On one is” written 
‘Detective’ ind the other 
Murde re r. You all draw 
The holder of the slip read 
ing ‘Detective’ leaves the 
room, The one drawing 
Murderer’ keeps his mouth 
shut. The lights are then 
lowered, everybody hides 
ind the big prowl starts. 
The murderer is allowed to 
choose his victim. As soon 
as the latter is touched, he 
yells and the lights go on. 

“Then the cross-examina 
tion begins. Everyone is 
under oath to tell the truth about what 
they have seen and heard, ete. That 
is everyone except the murderer, who 
may lie as much as possible. It Is the 
duty of the detective to deduce the 
culprit. The murdered victim is not 
allowed to speak, of course. 

“It is a good game and not as elabo- 
rate as that innovated by Lady 
Whoozis at her dinner party some 
years back. The spookiness and the 
lights-out stuff go big with a mixed 
party. Ca va sans dire, as they say 
in the Ghetto.” 











Unimportant Items 


Te German magazines run bet- 

ter photos of happenings in 
American than do tabs 
Their work 
cameras excel ours. 

The words “Pas de leur Rhone 
qu’en nous” French, but 
it doesn’t anything in 
that language. Say it fast 
and it is an English motto. 
Try making your own, 
send and get a 
Machamer illustration. 

The wonderful 
crack I know appeared in 
the October National Geo- 
graphic, of all places. It _ 
showed a picture of Cen- 
tral Park and the caption 
read: “Central Park offers 
a continued problem to the city au- 
thorities. The continual stream of 
motors produces gas deadly to the 
foliage; and prominent citizens must 
be restrained from erecting statues to 
themselves all over the place.” 


and 
and 


our 


rotos. camera 


may be 
nean 


them in 


most 


The Harvard class report of the 
class of 1929 has a great suggestion 


peculiarly applicable to college cam- 
afflicted: “All Law School 
students should be required to wear 
some sort of identification which may 
be seen at least fifty yards away.” A 
splendid idea, but who can’t pick out 
a law student at hundred 
fifty yards? 

Christmas is not a holiday in China. 


puses so 


one and 


Knocked for a Loop 


[" only goes to show, but you never 

can tell, is the moral of this story. 
A friend of mine an overcoat to 
a group known as the White Ele- 
phants in Chicago, who take charge of 
such things to distribute to the poor. 
No sooner had he sent it than he real- 
ized that he had unwittingly left a 
fountain 


sent 


tear-gas pen that had been 
given him for Christmas (remember 


HE ALMCET WORKED HIS \NAY UP FROM 
A Pox GF APPLES TO A REGUIAR CREN-AIR 
UNITED CIGAR QToReE! 
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this was Chicago) in the outer lapel 
pocket. He hurriedly called up the 
place and explained what was trou- 
bling him. They answered that it 
was too late. The thing had gone off 
and knocked out several kindly and 
charitable old ladies! A good deal of 
explaining kept him out of jail. 

This tear-gas pistol is quite the 
thing to carry on your business trips 


to the Forbidden City. It is kept 
handy in the outer breast pocket and 
when needed throws an unpleasant 


stream twenty feet immediately in the 
direction requested, causing much em- 
barrassment among the recipients. 


* * * 


ba Chicago someone published a hor 

ror book containing actual photos 
of criminals who had been put on the 
spot. The pictures usually had been 
taken before the police arrived and 
were especially gruesome in detail. It 
was called “X Marks the Spot.” So 
real and damaging was the book, the 
gangsters went 
the booksellers. 
very 


around intimidating 
Hence it has be- 
rare, and if 
copy hold on to it. 


have a 
It’s worth plenty. 


come you 
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A Letter from Jeff 


D an JupGE, JR.: 
fella, 


Remember, you said 
you'd like to know who the model 
is who poses for the clinging 
female scenery in the big depott 
ment store ads? Well, tsk-tsk, J 
And if you 
your way clear to settling 10 per 

cent of your Ping-Pong, 

Craps, Polo, Marbles, and 

“Whether Lindbergh Would 


know her! can set 


Get to Paris” wagers with 
me, L’ll give you her in 
itials, telephone exchange 


and the first two digits of 
her number. 

The “Smiles” chorus girls 
signed a petition requesting 
me to leave Nauheim’s and 
eat in that drug store near 
their theatre again. They didn’t know 
I'd quit Nauheim’s and was lunching 
opposite their soda bar with an apple 
man. 

This letter is about that apple man. 
I missed him the other day and 
wanted to know why. It seems he 
was a well-paid barber in Fifty-fifth 
Street when the Apple Era_ busted 
among us. And he knew that corner, 
Fifty-fifth Street and Sixth Avenuh, 
was a busy one—I mean the crowd 
that stood afront that drug store and 
watched the “‘Smiles” girls eat. Well, 
he gave a five-minute notice to the 
head and bought boxes of 
apples and struck his claim on the 
corner. He sold from thirty to fifty 
a day. That was 
from sixty to a hundred dollars profit. 
He even bragged to me about the coat 
which I admired. 
The Daily News gave it to him, out 
of their free clothing box. It was a 
leather coat. He looked 
dang snappy in it. After a while he 
put in a line of tangerines, 
nuts, raisins, and I think he planned 
adding hair brushes, 


barber 
boxes of apples 


he was wearing, 


aviator’s 
*7 
siae 


combs, razor- 


blades, shoes, (Continued on page 32) 
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rom the cautious encomiums in 


the British press and the hochs 

in the German, | expected to find 
something new and strange in the way 
of acting and direction in “The Blu 
Angel.” As a matter of fact it is a 
slow-moving production, uneven and 
monotonous, with two excellent char 
acterizations and some careful dire 
tion to recommend it. Furthermore. 
to anyone who saw the Emil Jannings 
pictures made in this country, “The 
Blue Angel” is anything but a nov 
elty. Herr Jannings is “The Blue 
Angel,” and anyone who saw “The 
Last Command,” ““The Way of AIl 
Flesh” or “The Sins of the Fathers” 
will find Papa Jannings up to his old 
trick of disintegrating, with the aid 
of that elastic face and some excellent 
make-up, just as he disintegrated be 
fore the cameras of Hollywood. It is 
a good trick, but well used and of in 
terest only to those who never have 
een it. 

It may be that Jannings insisted on 
1 sure-fire plot for those so funny 
Americans and it also is possible that 
the German customers are partial to 
it themselves, but I see no reason why 
Joseph Sternberg thought it m cessar\ 
to go to Germany to produce such an 
obvious story. 

He has two very great movies to his 
credit: “The Case of Lena Smith’ 
and “Underworld.” As I have ob 
served astutely in these columns lx 
fore, Director Sternberg has a sure 
knowledge of his camera, he de lights 
in legitimate movie effects and he is 
not afraid to use the picture instead 
of the sound camera, but he has no 
“Street of Sin” and “Th 
Case of Lena Smith’ were episodic 
and far from logical dramas. Ben 
Hecht, who has enough plot sense for 
two or three directors, wrote “Under 
world” and it is the best thing Stern 
berg ever has produced. 

‘The Blue Angel” is a character 
study. A fusty professor discovers 
that his boys are panting after a bur 
lesque queen. He meets the gal and, 
to anyone familiar with Mr. 


story sense, 


Jannings, 





By 
PARE LORENTZ 


the movie is over. From then on it is 
just a matter of three or four hours 
until he is a broken old man, friend 
less, half crazy and trudging through 
the snow to die in his old schoolroom. 
The begartered Miss Dietrich, al- 
though a little too come ly. is a satis- 
factory burlesque queen and the set 
tings are a delightful improvement 
over the Hollywood tradition that bur 
lesque queens must be shown in Zieg- 
feld outfits. The characters 
ire exceptionally well cast and the 
two little songs sung by Miss Dietrich 
ire pleasing and unpretentious. But, 
in the words of Mr. 
it? For one hour we are expected to 


minor 


Lardner, what of 
feel sorry for Mr. Jannings and there 
is no change of key r pace, no silver 
beeing Wagner cloud 


Jannings passes out, and 


lining in the 
until Mr. 
that is not entertaining to this cus 
tomer, even though the big fellow 
works ably and hard to make it so. 
Director Sternberg finally has im- 
pressed the boys ind girls by his 
ivoidance of dialogue, and “The Blue 
Ange! has been hosannaed by a 
great many of them because he has let 
the picture move talking. 
However. if I remember = corre ctly, 


even a silent movie was supposed to 


without 


be moving somewhere and the mere 
ibsence of dialogue is no evidence of 
drama. “‘Variety” was a silent movie. 
It told the story of a homely trapeze 
trtist who was lured from his wife 


ind child by 1 Sex girl, who even- 


tually betrayed hin It had action, 
| —— SE a 
Recommended 
“Holiday”—A_ polished 


| “Hell's Angelts’’-—W ort 


liying. 


“Lightnin’ ’—! 
cian 

| “Laughter”—-1 be movie 
| fa é ig 

| 


“Morocco”—A new actre y 

e Garbo, if that means anytl 
“Outward Bound” —An expert cast in 
solemn production f tl id play. 








on 





With the exce p 
tion of these three unimportant items, 
‘The Blue Angel” is a good talking 


version of “Vari ty as 


suspense and drama. 


T= boys have decided that musical 

pictures are not profitable. ‘Two 
good reasons for such a verdict ar 
called “Viennese Nights” and “The 
Lottery Bride.” Why anybody pays 
money for such tasteless hash is be 
yond my comprehension and worry. 


I’ it were not so much trouble, | 

think I would enter suit against 
“Madonna of the 
Streets.” Some years ago my littl 


the producers of 


sister was convalescing from a severe 
case of typhoid fever and, during her 
illness, she read “The Scarlet Letter 
Inspired by idleness and her inflamed, 
eleven-year-old brain, she wrote a 
little play about a modern scarlet 
woman. Somehow that manuscript 
found its way to Holly wood, although, 
as I recall, my sister’s dialogue was 
better in most places than that of 
‘Madonna of the Streets.” 

The producers very shrewdly cast 
Evelyn Brent in the leading role after 
diligent search, one presumes, for a 
worse actress. Robert Ames runs her 
a close second, and with their help 
“Madonna of the Streets” manages 
to be far away the biggest bundle of 
trash sent out of Hollywood this 
month. 


*“Gcanter Paces” was not a good 
w . . P 


play and it is a worse movie. It 
is a rewrite of “The Madame X”’ plot 
and it is remarkable only because 
k.lsie Ferguson could find no better 
place for her charm and skill. 


SD nesnall is another remarkabl 


piece of work. It is a re-tak« 
of “The Girl in Every Port,” ete. 
George Bancroft and William Boyd 
re the hairy-chested braggarts in this 
version and Jessie Royce Landis, who 
cannot sing or act, and who is far 
from pleasing to the eye, is the lady 
for whose charms they battle. 
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“All that tree needs Now is a few stars, Bill.” 
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Cast Your Poultry Shears on the 
Waters 


EARL was frowning ominously as I 

opened the door. 

“Your magnanimous friends, the 
Hendersons,” she said in phrases 
freighted with sarcasm, “have _ pre- 
sented us with a Christmas gift.’ She 
held up a slightly seedy pair of poul 
try shears. 

I winced, for I knew Pearl's opin- 
ion of poultry shears. She considers 
them useless, wasteful, dangerous. 
They must be polished, she avers, and 
yet hardly any family ever uses them. 
I groped for placating words but she 
cut me off like an S.O.S. silences a 
radio station. 

“To make matters worse,” added 
Pearl with an expression that would 
have led a Coast Guardsman to hoist 
storm warnings from Cape Hatteras 
to Maine, “I happen to know that 
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the Hendersons received this very set 
of poultry shears from the Lamsons 
last Christmas. See those stampings 
on the handles? I'd recognize them 
anywhere.” 

“You must be mistaken,” I said. “I 
doubt if the Hendersons would stoop 
to anything like that. They’re above 
such petty things, my dear. And, 
furthermore, how do you know that 
the Lamsons wished them on the Hen 
dersons >”’ 

“Nobody knows better,” said Pearl. 
“Your Aunt Carrie sent them to us 
the day before we were married and 
I personally gave them to Florence 
Lamson three Christmases ago!” 


—Hvceu Woop 


They'll Try It Yet 


“you deliverin’ stuff in this town?” 
“Certainly. And I’m going to 
keep it up.” 

“Oh, yeah? Well, ol’ timer, maybe 
you aint, see? You gotta long lista 
customers, huh?” 

“Practically everyone in the city.” 

“T thought so. Now, lissun: What 
I say goes around this village, see? 
I run the prohis, the police an’ the 
courts !” 

“How does that affect my busi 
ness?” 

“You gotta kick in, that’s how! 
Ten per cent of every load you bring 
into this burg comes to me, get it?” 

“T’ll not pay a cent of tribute to 
you! What right...” 

“T muscle in on everything! An’ 
you aint no exception, Santa Claus!” 

—Cuet JouHNson. 
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resume the manufacture of 2.75% beer, it will give employment 


million makin’ it.” 


99 
and to ten or twelve millions drinking it: 





“Then Bill Robinson has a step that goes like this.” 
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AUDGING 


[x0 Mr. Lawrence Stallings would 
have us believe that Rockwell Kent 
(why do we always confuse him with 
Norman Rockwell, of all people?) is 
another Leonardo, we won't hold it 
against Mons. Kent. We were sure he 
was a first-rate artist and now we are 
sure he is a first-rate writer after 
reading his ““N by E.”’ He still has a 
couple of hundred marathon distances 
tou go before living up to Mr. Stall- 
ings’ fantasy. In the meantime he 
probably (if he’s the sort we think 
him) is trying to live it down. 

It took about two pages of “N_ by 
FE.” to prove that Mr. Kent was a fine 
writer. It is an autobiographic ac- 
count of a hazardous, seemingly mean- 
ingless trip taken by himself and two 
other adventurous lunatics to Green- 
land in a practically open sailing boat. 
They evidently went inté the pro- 
posed trip in a mad mood, and know 
ing the dangers of the trip, we're 
surprised they didn’t set out in a 
gravy boat. As it is after Several 
earthquakes of thrills that shook them 
(and shakes the reader) down to their 
very boot-bottoms, they are wrecked 
(safely) in an inlet on the awesome, 
terrible coast of Greenland. From 
here on Mr. Kent makes a fine holiday 
out of his stay with what are evi- 
dently a high-minded, splendid race, 
the Eskimos, God's Frozen People. 

We wish we could convey to you the 
spirit of Mr. Kent’s writing. It is 
superb and not unlike his drawings, 
which fill the book generously. There 
is a gem-like quality to each of the 
episodes that make the narrative. 
Each is like a perfect little short 
story, each has a point in philosophy, 
in character, in observation, in poetry, 
in plain drama. One _ particularly, 
about the suburbanite who had built 
their boat and how his wife destroys 
his dreams of attaining the South 
Seas in it, is marvelous. 

We think it is a Conradian, a Mel- 
ville touch to the writing that makes 
it so fine. The way the terror of the 
sea has been brought out makes on 
actually afraid and thankful for Bre- 
mens. Hats off then to that odd 
anomaly: an artist who can write! 
We-can almost forgive Mr. Stallings 
his enthusiasm. 


W: also offer in the same spirit 


the book of memoirs by W. 
Yeats-Brown, “Lives of a Bengal 
Lancer,” having to do mainly with an 
Indian exposure. Ordinarily the sun 
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plus too much English blood in the 
noble veirs made a younger son who 
was sent to India either the hero of a 
ham Pinero meller, a_ silly ass, a 
bounder, a dope-taker, or a gouty old 
major. He rarely wrote books and 
was often the hero of horrid ones. 
Here, however, is a man who gives a 
lie to all these credos. The exposure 
doesn’t affect his brain other than to 
make it an interesting medium for the 
concoction of a fascinating book. 

Like Kent, this man can write with 
that power of selection that makes for 
crispiness, raciness, power and mean- 
ing. Both are active Ishmaels and 
are no mean philosophers and inquir 
ers into What’s It All About? Yeats 
Brown has been bit by the bug of 
Yogi, and amongst the strange, eerie 
picture that is India he puts down 
what is probably every white man’s 
awe before the ancient mysteries that 
lie hidden away in Indian philosophy. 
It is a profound thing this marvel on 
Yeats-Brown’s part and the taste of 
Yogi he gives us whets the intellec- 
tual appetites. He fails to break the 
veil of Yogi, but the start is there for 
those of you who want to learn how to 
stick knives thru your arms painlessly 
and stay buried for nine days, nice 
Oriental parlor tricks. 


\ 7 haven't the heart to take a rap 

at A. P. Herbert’s (the English 
humorist) “Water Gypsies.” It is 
just that it’s one of those sweet old 
things by a sweet old humorist who 
loves his Dickens and means no harm, 
being merely an old bringer of sweet- 
ness and light to the London slums, 
and we’re more the sour-belly type. 
Jane, the heroine, lives a life of fan- 
tasy and has a brave little heart and 
is a great little cheerer-up and is baf- 
fled by that great big thing called life 
but somehow comes thru with her 
eves filled with tears and her heart 
high. Or something like that, for we 
couldn’t wade thru the sugar-water of 
the close-set type or else we'd have 
drowned in it. The tempo of the 
piece is set by the rather candid blurb 
on the book flap. “Ain’t life slow?” 
it says. 


S we read her “Babe Gordon,” we 
tried to get and keep that tongue- 
in-cheek, snickering attitude towards 
Mae West, adopted by the drama- 
critics for her plays, but the further 
we read the worse it offended. 


—Tep SHANE 
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'T’iiere is still time to get in under 


the wire on the big Bridge Contest 
that closes December 31st. With well 
over a thousand prizes for bridge 
plavers who are up to the average and 
know when to call a Spade a Spade, 
there is little excuse for not sending 
in solutions to these twelve problems 
ind taking a free chance to win a nice 
prize. Even if you “miss the boat” 
French or Swedish-American) ther 
is ilways a good possibility of landing 
the bacon (Beech-Nut brand) or, if 
you play ‘em as badly as your wife 
thinks you do, there is a Life Saver. 
Ed: How about having Mac illus 
trate this one?) 





A source of great wonderment to 


me is the carelessness shown by hun 
dreds of contestants in omitting to 
number the solutions thy send in. 
Without the problem number, identi 
fication is very difficult and in some 
cases almost impossible. 

The first four problems are simpl\ 
bidding hands—nothing whatsoever is 
asked about the play. Many con 
testants have submitted answers giv 
ing the entire play, trick by trick, at 
their preferred declaration. The con 
test condition of “directness” will 
militate against these solvers. 

In Contract bidding, the question 
of rescuing the partner when void of 
the bid suit is of great importance. 
When the attempted rescue is mad 
with a generally worthless hand, there 
is usually considerable trouble in stor 
for someone. 





, HOW GWD \& 


PRIDGE 


Last week's hand was an extreme 


example of what can happen on such 








deals. 
@s6532 
/ None 
09532 
8745 
@1oo7t @ None 
9 O86 31068 
o AQT © 10864 
Qi @A10652 
The Bidding 
SOUTH WEST NORTH EAST 


2 Hearts Pass 


2 Spades} Pass 
6G Spades Double Pass Pass 


Redoubl Pass Pass Pass 


It was the vulnerable game and 
Declarant was set three tricks, a mat 
ter of two thousand points. 

The question asked, with only the 
South hand shown, was what response 
to make after the partner had bid two 
Spades ? Assuredly the six Spade bid 
was not open to criticism, although 
the redouble was a question rather 
more dependent upon the partner 
than upon the ecards actually held. 
On the Demand bid of two Hearts, 
North should have declared two No 
Trumps, showing a hand with prac 
tically little quick-trick support. 
Whether South then called three 
Spades or three Hearts, North would 
either bid or assist the Spades and the 
deal would have been played at four 
Spades. Correct play would defeat 
the hand, but the loss would be negli 
gible. 

If South had opened with one 
Heart. North should not have tried to 
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rescue, even though it seemed that 
Hearts were the least desirable make 
for the combined hands. 

When the adversaries are not strong 
enough to bid or double, the loss is 
usually minimized by passing with 
worthless cards. Holding a Yarbor 
ough, as in this instance, the partner 
is very likely to hold such powerful 
cards that there are not sufficient high 
cards missing to look for a_ rebid. 
Then the jump to a game or slam de« 
laration is usually disastrous. 


New Low for Troupers 


HE ever-veracious Larry Smits is 

back in town with a new story. 

The members of a burlesque troupe. 
what with the hard times and every 
thing, found themselves stranded in 
Buttalo with only $10 among the lot 
ot them. Their next engagement was 
in Utica. If they could only get there 
they might pick up enough to mak: 
their way back to Broadway. The 
leading man had an idea. 

“Let’s see whether the $10 won't 
take us by the barge canal.” 

They finally found a_ hard-boiled 
old barge captain who agreed grum 
pily to take the whole company aboard 
for $10. The barge moved off slowly 
toward Utica, the chorus girls, chorus 
boys, comics and stars crouching about 
miserably wherever they could find a 
place. Soon anothe r barge approacle d 
from the other direction. 

“Ahoy!” roared the old captain 
with the customary hail. “The Naney 
B., a cargo of fertilizer and burlesque 
troupers.” 

The leading man, a Shakespearean 
actor in better days, winced. But th 
captain was a dangerous-looking man 
and he had the $10. Soon another 
barge approached. Again the hail: 
“Ahoy! The Nancy B., a cargo of 
fertilizer and burlesque troupers.”’ 
Half a dozen times more this oc 
curred, the hoarse hail ringing hor 
ribly over the whole countryside like 
a Joe Humphries announcement. 

At last the leading man, goaded be 
yond endurance, arose and approached 
the scowling skipper. 

“I say, captain,” he pleaded, “it 
you don’t mind, I wish you’d mention 
us first.” 

BeverLey Smiru 
in the Herald Tribune 


Little Bo Peep 


The one about the couple who had 
i room at the Lincoln Hotel, facing 
the Paramount, is funny. They came 
in blotto at 6 a. m. and looked out the 
window and saw Kelly on the flag 
pole. . . . “Good Gahd!” the woman 
shrieked, “there’s that Winchell !”’ 
Watrer WINCHELL 
in the Daily Mirror 
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he rowboat ot da sper Kronk of Diaby, Nova Scotia 
was rammed b a swordfish June 20. iS¥O, and 
the fish being unable to extricate itself has been 
used aS @n outboard motor ever since 
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IN THE VERY 
CENTER OF THINGS 
YET 


QUIET 


Witnin literally one or two 
streets of the most important 
mid-town business skyscrapers, 
and with an underground pas- 
sage-way leading directly to the 
Grand Central Station where the 
city’s network of subways con- 
verges. 

Fifth Avenue one block away, 
the brilliant theatre district two 
or three. 

And yet,oneof the most charm- 
ing, quiet, home-like hostelries in 
the entire United States. 

You, your wife and your 
family could not possibly have a 
more distinguished address while 


stopping in New York than 
THE 


ROOSEVELT 


Madison Avenue at 45th Street 


Epwarp Cuinton Focc, Managing Directo: 
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Hotels 
that keep 
ahead of 


your demands 








The traveling public didn’t de- 
mand a bath with every room, 
or circulating ice water, or a 
morning paper under the door 
at no cost—until Hotels Statler 
inaugurated these improve- 
ments. 

There are also  bed-head 
reading lamps, full-length mir 
rors, colorful furnishings, even 
threaded needles in the pi 
cushions in every room. 

In restaurants there is th 
widest variety, ranging from 
formal a la carte service to 
lunchroom or cafeterias. 

But it is in Statler Service 
that this policy of keeping 
ahead of your demands is most 
noticeable. Statler employees 
are not only instructed but are 
trained in courtesy and helpful- 
ness. They, too, keep ahead of 
your demands. 


HOTELS 
STATLER 


BOSTON OETROIUT 
BUFFALO ST.820UI5 


CLEVELAND NEW YORK 
[ Mote! Pennsylvania \ 
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The contestants 
nv sea recent price- 
fight held here—a 
tame affair in which 
neither man landed 
are al blow proved 
not to have as qood 
l wu allop as the 
referee, When the 
fight was over the 
referee knocked out 
a spectator who 
didn’t like the deci- 
s7on he had ren- 

dered, 


jail, 


Racine, Wis.—A tramp who insist- 
ed that a Racine housewife allox 
him the use of her bathtub was ar 
rested here. He got the bath 




























Oakland. Maine. Mrs. 


Lefia Bicford, 81, and still 
hale and hearty, attributes 
her good health to the fact 
that she has smoked a pipe 
daily for sixty-five years. 


London. — “T'ea-Time 
Busses”’ for busy Eng 
lishmen are being con 
sidered by the London 
Omnibus Co. The plan 
is to use the top dech 
for serving tea to Eng 


7 ; fag 
| | lishmen who find 


themselves on the 
way to business en 
gagements at the 


tea hour. 



































The King and the Old Man 
(Continued from page 5) 


uncomfortable from the pointe d spear 
heads which held the canopy in place. 
It was from this unhappy incident, 
or so said the 
chell, that the 
quired its rare 
and slightly 
ornaments, listed in the catalogue un 
der the head of “Or Else.” 

At last the Old Man came into thi 
of the King and, what with 
opening his sack of mead and testing 
( the 
ind what with giving of it to the 


jester and court win 
Museum ac 
ot 


toval 
collection volden 


damaged neck 


tresses 


presence 


‘ 


it himself King being no fool 

King 
and what with trying 
it first with juice of half a lemon and 
then with to 


which way it went best, it was no time 


for him to taste, 


( {Te rvescent waters 


see 


it all before both the King and the 
Old Man were going through the 


King’s supply of neckties to see which 
ones they should send to the Pope for 
Christmas. 

“Here is one that I have worn only 
said the King. 


“How did you ever happen to do 


once Sty 


that?’ asked the Old Man, looking at 
its tapestry design and = screaming 


with laughter. 


And the King screamed, too, not 
once but eleven times—and the eve 
ning was on. The evening was on. 
ind the night was on, and the morn 
ing, up until ten-thirty, was on, and, 
by that time, the Queen was on 
ind had packe d up and rone to her 


mother’s. 

And so it happe ned that late on 
Christmas Day the King rolled over 
head where it had 
bounced under the bed, replaced it on 
shoulder and rubbed his eyes, 
which he found in the pocket of his 
waistcoat, and then said: 

“Old Man, who are you?” 

But the Old Man had gone or, 
rather, it looked to the King as if he 
had gone, but he was all the time in 
the open bureau drawer with the neck 
ties. 

And to this day, no one ever 
found out who the Old Man really 
was, but there are those who say that 
he was the West Wind, and there are 
those who say that he was the Down 
from a Thistle, but older 
and wiser ones who say that he was 
yust a naughty Old Man. 


and, finding his 


one 


so, 


there are 


The Kindest Cut of All 
Mr. 


eable, has cut 


Mussolini, it 
all 


is reported by 


official salaries 12 


per cent. We are not the bearer of 
Mr. Mussolini’s brief, but we can’t 
help but interpret this as a_ fairly 


generous move on the part of a man 


who holds almost every Government 
position himself. 
—Russel Crouse in the 


N.Y. Evenine Posr 
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Automatic Tase...Au Lecs Oren 
ano Close with One Mortion...Com 
pact, Comrortaste Fouinc Cuairs 


HAVE THE Appearance OF Reat Cuairs 
RIGID + SIMPLE « BEAUTIFUL 


FOURTH AVE., NEW YORK, N. Y. 
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EUROPE ... 





...- by MOTO 
‘f) ROLLS-ROYCE, a Daimler 

takes you through England; 
a Lincoln,a Cadillac oran Hispano- 
Suiza carries you on the continent. 
An intelligent chauffeur-courier, 
English-speaking, pilots your car 
and attends to all details en route. 
Itineraries, carefully planned 
ahead for all European countries, 
relieve you from every worry and 
care. An American staff of travel 
experts in our many offices abroad 
is always at your service. Write 
for booklet J, “Europe by Motor”. 


FRANCO-BELGIQUE 
TOURS CO., INC. 


551 Fifth Ave. New York, N. Y- 














Grass Greens in Mid-South 


Atla ‘ Line R 


Ocean-Forest 


Country Club 
Myrtle Beach, S. C. 
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Rig vil 
fresh-w ater Ne A I b h 
EDWARD H. CRANDALL 
M g Director Ocean-Forest Hote Mayt 
liouse, 610 Park Avenue, N York 








Judge’s Crossword Puzzle No. 188 
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» PRESIDENT 


Atlantic City’s Newest 
Boardwalk Hotel 
Sea Water Swimming Pool 
Marine Sun Deck 
American - European Plan 
Reduced Fall and Winter Rates 
Also Beautifully Furnished 
Housekeeping Apartments 
by the week or month 
Charles D. Boughton, Manager 
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'A GOOD MIXER. 


Use Abbott's Bitters To 


Flavor Beverages 








50c Sample for 25¢ in Stamps 
Address Abbott's Bitters, Baltimore, Md. 








TWENTIETH CENTURY ENCYCLOPEDIA 


Including 
Loose- Leaf Revision Service 
r 40 s 
‘ fully J and | nd 
C t nt n turnished on re 


THE WORLD LIBRARY GUILD 


St C 5 


144 Br sdway ~o 'Y rk N. 4 








Acid Deposits Harden the Arteries 


vt VITTEL WATER 


GRANDE SOURCE 


TAKE THIS ACID OUT OF YOUR SYSTEM 
Write for Descriptive Folder 


MORRIS & SCHRADER, * New vonx” 


NEW YORK 
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r table 
10 
14 
15 
16 
17 
18 
19 
2 
94 he oid jour 
24 | of 
25 b a1 , 
26. The schoolgirl plexic r's wife keeps 
29. Makes 
33. Woma s rag, a this and a hair 
4 Elected and ready | gral 
5 wh at Walter Winchell sees laily mirror 
6. Something stocks may possibly hit again 
ii 
8. Thi y 
40 i aekand al dee Woeaiion tiie: 
41 All steamed up 
43. Two-thirds donkey 
44. Open-mouthed and wide-eyed 
45. This is a sticker (plur.). 
48. The only things sword swallowers stop at. 
49. What he became w ! collar took fire. 
SO). A bit of terribly ur ty 
52 The juice the lite rary 
55 Eyes with that come-on | 
59 To lorgnette 


60. Young ladies’ theatre 
62. The Eastern Front 

63. Beef a la lion 
64. To enlighten 
65 The boys who sen 
66. Theatrical flingers 


ticker service and free meal tickets. 


(Bostonese 
d out the bar bills 


67. These sometimes had good manors 
68. Leak. 
| 
Vertical 
1. If you came home and found a horse in your bathtub 


this is what you'd pull out, isn’t it? 
This isn't difficult. 
3. To blow off about. 
4. The fellow who didn’t appreciate the Crusades. 
5. Mountain Fords. 
6. Panning 
A troublesome little connection 
8. These fellows were always red in the face 
9. To give another handle to 
10. A raised structure where wind is allowed to escape. 
11. The kind of seaman that gets the girls 
2. This house was declared bankrupt the other day because 
' of hard times. 


30 


~< QeerEEeY ay ees ~ ee net 


4. State of th 
7 The mar 
8. Snow ont 
19. What a bx 
42 Triers- 


44. Church doi 
46. Wives’ relations 
What to do to get out 
4% 4 rag, a bone 
51. The Cathedral 
52 This flows in the veins 


53. Wh 
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the » carnal get-togethers. 
= abbr 
o murdered Mother Machrte. 
head is ful’ of. 

come in these 





hy print 
n Beach ca H 
ett ra j ocetic 
r atisfied with. 
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ame from. 





of the Unior 
znd a hank o’ hair 
of the Motion Picture 


of our very best bullish circles. 





hat a silly woman always is 
54. There's a heap o’ this arour 


d Pittsburg 


56. A hunk of land. 


57 Something ep ce 


58. This keeps the lid d 


61 The aviator is 


right ah 3 elemer 


Solution of Last Week’s Puzzle 
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The Theatre 
(Continued from page 16) 


Pa rk 


Inen ¢ 


than Belmont. The gentle 
ist Bassanio, Salanio, Sala 


rino, Gratiano and Lorenzo need only 


to 


as 


i little of Hassard Short’s repressed 
direction to make moderately good 


revue material. 


As Launee lot ( robbo. 


1 young man named Maury ‘Tucke1 


man makes himself even a bigger nui 
ince than Shake speare intended 
Miss Dorothy Tree's Jessie a is sufi 
cient ina pictorial direction, but 
otherwise suggests an imminent song 


number by Bruno Graenichstadten. 


The staging by Andrew Leigh is de 
cidedly ham. I have in past years 


seen the revelry scene done almost as 
badly but never quite so badly as here 
The groupings, also, are worthy ot a 
Eighties, 
much 


tintype studio o 
there 


vodeling 


f the ( arly 


and altogether too 


Is 


by a quartet of madrigal 


singers. 


* % * 


Nope, it won't do. 
“Alison’s House,” Susan Glaspell 


I herself a 


ind intelligent writer whose plays art 


again reveals sensitive 


much 


more 


interesting in 


book 


form 


than in the 


theatre. 


Dramatic 


cratts 


manship is apparently not one of Miss 


Glasype Il’s 


talents 


ind, 


as a const 
quence, her plays are such in name 
only. So far as the theatre goes, thes 


might as well be printed in large type 
up to the flies, with 
pages slowly turned for the audi 


ina book reac hing 
the 


ence’s perusal by the otherwise unoe 








cupie d actors. It is a pity that so 
unusual a mind and fancy as_ this 
iuthor’s are not combined with a gift 
for dramaturgy. Our theatre could 
use her. 
Nathan Recommends 
“The Vinegar Tree” (P | 
mer ul ’ 1 y j mak f 1 
tty and amu ‘ : 
“The Green Pastures” Mansfield An « 
ption to all B cal plays | t w 
1 it I eat ‘ y t 
“Once in a _ Lifetime” Mus B 
ipital attacked wit ! j 
rd mbs in the year best farce 
“Three’s a Crowd” (Scelwy: A re 
rove t verage vith ¢ 7 
t “Little S y 
“Smiles” (Ziegfeld)—Desy 
ook 1 beautiful show wit t of t 
: est dancing y t Astair 
“Fine and Dandy” (Erlanger J ( 
“The New Yorkers” Br l ) \ a 
Nathan Recommends With 
Reservations 
“Oh, Promise Me” (Mor \—Criticall 
eaking prett crud t fter extremely 
“Elizabeth, the “Queen” (Guild)—Lynn For 
ne hares 1 o pseudo-histor | play 
i mca t 1 
“Twelfth Night” (Elliott)—Jane Cowl’s Viola 
! lat liar \ arigny scenic de is, and a fair 
t vival, 
“The Man in Possession” (Booth)—A stereo- 
typed plot, bounced up and down with some 
1cy humors, 


illite atte ea a at 
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INCONGRU 


[TH] INCONGRUOUS MOMENT] 


When the dawn of the New Year 
finds you still attired “en soupe et 
queue dhirondelle” (in soup and 
fish), Voila! (pronounced voila). 


Be nonchalant. 
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NOUNCED PERFECT BY 


DISCRIMINATING 
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| 12-27-30 
clog p re lies 
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B Enct 48 
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; Please send me JUDGE for 
| 
[21 weeks $2.00 
| 1 | year $5.00 
| CO 2 years $7.80 
7 | 
! Name 
a 
c and | 
| Address. 
| 
l City State. 
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High Hat 


(Continued from page 19) 
clothing, best-selling novels, and mak- 
ing a regular open-air United Cigar 
Store out of it! Of a sudden, the 
traffic policeman on that corner dis- 
covered he'd been a barber and tossed 
Now he’s 


back of his old folding, spinning, up- 


up his job for “Appling.” 


‘n’-down, white porcelain chair again, 
telling his customers about how he 
used to be in business for himself. 
It’s a small world, fella—no bigger 
than an apple! 
Chiddio, 
Jerrerson MACHAMER 


Hihattractions 
[)oveee™* Doran’s Téte-a-Téte 


Book, which supplies very swell 
games for two and insures the con- 
tinuation of the honeymoon (if you 
don’t get sore and get into fights over 
the games). ... The new Word Hunt- 
ing Book, another form of intellectual 
diversion. ... Kerry Conway’s Laugh 
and Learn, which teaches you to 
mind your Whos and Whoms and 
when to use “Ain’t’—all done in 
comic cartoons, too. (I tried hard to 
find an unconscious mistake in gram- 
mar in the book but couldn't.) ; 
Moby Dick, with Rockwell Kent’s 
woodcut illustrations, as the Higher 
Thought in Christmas Gifties. , 
Howard Pyle’s $7.50 Book of Pirates 
for $2.74 at Macy’s. .. . The Christ- 
mas Day music at Grace Church, St. 


John’s the Divine, St. Bartholomew's 
and the Christmas Eve midnight mass 
at St. Patrick’s Cathedral (if you can 
get in). ... The weekly broadcasts 
to the Far North on Stations W2XE 
and W3XAU ( Philadelphia). 

Judge, Jr.’s (now that you mention 
it) Noble Experiments, the pioneer in 
the cocktail recipe field, made up for 
Christmas with a half-dozen portable 
cocktail glasses and containing the 
best Christmas punch recipes you 
ever swozzled, ... Will Rogers’ crack 
about Notre Dame, “Well, I finally 
gotta admit that football just ain’t a 


Protestant pastime Y 


Best Steppers 

(Tuer Little Words & Ring Dem 

Bells—Ellington—V ictor. 

I Got Rhythm & Embraceable You 
—Rich—Columbia. 

A Peach of a Pair—Arnheim & 
Maybe It's Love—Reisman—Victor. 

Us & Company—J oy—Victor. 

I’m Yours & Here Comes the Sun 

Lown—V ictor. 

Cheerful Little Earful & Over- 
night—High Hatters—Victor. 

Never Swat a Fly & Laughing at 
Life- McKinney- Victor. 

You're Driving Me Crazy & Think 
ing of You—Lombardo—Columbia. 

You Are the Melody I Am the 
Words & Old-Fashioned Girl—King 

Victor. 






































A sensible gift. 


Wait for the Crash 
Tro German professors are estab- 


lished on top of a mountain in 
Switzerland for the purpose of split- 
ting an atom. 

Many have tried to split an atom 
before now and made a fizzle of it. 
But the preparations this time are 
most elaborate, and the atom has no 
chance. The professors have planted 
powerful and intricate machines all 
over the mountain top. With these 
they expect to trap a lightning bolt, 
extract from it 9,000,000 volts of 
electricity (2,000,000 being the most 
obtainable from any man-made gen 
erating plant) and direct them into a 
tube. At the bottom of the tube, if 
everything works out right, will lie 
an atom, defenseless and unsuspect 
ing. The volts will strike it and it 
will split. You can bet your life it 
will. You would yourself. 

The only step involving any uncer- 
tainty is the process of getting the 
atom into the tube in the first place. 
Atoms are pretty shy, especially 
those of the Swiss mountain species. 
But the professors are confident they 
can lure one in with a piece of cheese 
and then suddenly close the door be 
hind it. 

—Detroir News 


Chicago Classified Ad 


Janitor—experienced—handy with 
motors, also scrub-women. Apply all 
day Sunday. 2542. 

—Los ANGELES EXAMINER 


“Chess was first played in the fif- 
teenth century,” says a writer. There 
is, however, no confirmation of the 
rumor that some of the original games 
are still in progress. 

—Passinc Suow 
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Why Not Turn Over a New Leaf This Year and Become 
Wedded to the Brightest Little Bride in the World? 
She'll cost you nothing for furs, Patou models, gold teeth, grocery bills or 

antique jewelry. 
She will never talk back. 
She has no mother-in-law or other relations. 


She'll never get off cracks beginning ‘You're a fine husband. Now John 
Swiderski wouldn't treat his wife the way you treat... | 


You can take her anywhere and be assured a good time with her. 
She'll hand you a laugh a minute. 

And what's more important:— 

HER INITIAL COST AND UPKEEP COME EXACTLY TO $1.50! !!! 


You can get this little bride all ready for work by mailing the coupon 
below. 


JUDGE PUBLISHING CO., INC. 
18 East 48th Street, New York, N. Y. 


Dear S rs: 


Please send me copie 


each, for which | enclose 
Name. 


Address 


City State. 
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RICH FRENCH LINE 





oo your mind and your plans on these 
& dates: January 10, or February 14, or 
March 20. Now : 

The luxurious “France” slides out of Pier 57, 
down the icy gray Hudson, across the bland 
Gulf Stream, and along the calm Southern 
Route for the Canaries and Casablanca—the 
gate to Morocco. Here some of us will start a 
motor tour to the fastnesses and oases of 
Morocco, Algeria, Tunisia, and the grim Sahara, 
in grand French motors, putting up at excellent 
new French Line hotels all the way. The rest of 
us, aboard, will proceed on an opal sea to Gi- 
braltar, Algiers (the Paris-in-Africa), Majorca, 
Cannes, Monte Carlo, Naples—then Messina, 
then Algiers again—to pick up our Barbary 
motorists—then Gibraltar once more—and on 
the thirtieth day we’re back once more under 
the magic towers of Manhattan! 

All this, believe it or not, for a price which 
makes staying home look much too costly— 
and doctor’s bills simply staggering. 

What’s more, no one can ever take that month 
of rich luxurious beauty away from us. No one 
can ever deny us the pictures our minds and 


Loe 3! 


WITH CRUISES ASHORE 
ON THE BARBARY COAST 





‘ 


LUXURY...AT VERY LOW COST 


cinemas carry home—nor cancel the laughter 
and sentiment we shared with new friends who 
are now old friends—nor erase the smiles of 
Josef (in the smoke room)—nor say to us “You 
must forget the fantastic lobster, and duck- 
with-orange, and the soufflées; you must forget 
the vintages you tasted; you must yield your 
mind to snow and sleet and bitter cold, and 
never think of four scarlet funnels in the sun- 
light again.” 

January 10—February 14 (and what a Valen- 
tine!)—March 20. If you propose to break the 
back of winter, seize the telephone at once— 
call your travel office—in an hour they’ll have 
the French Line on the wire, and your space 
reserved—and a lapful of information for you 
of the fairest voyage you'll ever take. The mini- 
mum inclusive round trip fare for this Heaven- 
on-France is $550. French Line, 19 State Street, 
New York—or any authorized agent. 


SHE SAILS 
JAN. 10 and FEB. 14 ond MAR. 20 


YOU CAN MAKE IT! 
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QUADRI-COLOR CO., JAMAICA, N. 























